52                                 TRAVEL
And still the young seal played joyously in the
freezing water, and its happiness was touching
in such surroundings.
He had a pretty, brown plump body, shining
like polished agate. Between dives one saw his
sly little head emerge, decorated with the hand-
some moustaches of a large cat; then he would
puff and sneeze like children who shake the
little drops of water from their noses when
they bathe.
The sailors began throwing him bits of fish,
which he caught on the fly with the skill of a
young clown. Then, as though thanking them,
he gave them a little comedy, performing many
leaps and graceful turns -on the waves: one al-
most felt as though he were doing it for his au-
dience, to amuse his benefactors.
Surely the poor little thing had never seen a
ship; he came nearer and nearer, full of con-
fidence, and the men were thinking of catching
him, which would surely not have been difficult,
But a shot rang out, the young seal gave one
surprised look and performed his last twirl.
. , . We watched him beat the water, red-
dened by his blood, with his little flippers, and
then he was nothing but a poor lifeless thing
cradled by the swell. . . .
There was a quickly suppressed murmur of
anger, for the lucky hunter, who had just bagged
such a fine specimen, was a midshipman.